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one of the smallest and youngest of all the Boy
Scouts and he was in Episode Two. He even had
a line to speak when, running forward with a crowd
of children, he shades his eyes with his hand and
cries: * There is dust on the road. I hear the tramp
of horses! * How wonderful it had all been, all
through rehearsal, suddenly to take the centre of
the stage, to cry his sentence, and it seemed to him
that he was not looking into the stands, the roofs
and chimneys of Norman Row, but that he in reality
saw a long straight road, poplars bordering it, the
dust spiralling up into a hot blue sky, and a group of
horsemen against the horizon. Some of them were
in armour. He could catch the sparkle of silver and
brass. . , .

At the dress rehearsal he had stayed there gazing
after his part was over, and Mr. Dalton, whose
temper was very uncertain, had scolded him. Now,
on the actual day, he had felt very safe. He would
make no mistake. He was dressed in a bright blue
smock, with a gold belt, bare legs and sandals. He
wanted his handkerchief and he ran back to the tent.
It was filled with Boy Scouts and men from the
Athletic Association. He himself could have dressed
at home, but it felt more important to be with all
the others. He knew where his clothes were at the
far end of the tent. When he got there he saw a
very terrifying sight. Young Aldridge, the Mayor's
eldest son, a young man of twenty or so, was standing
in his underclothes looking very sheepish and even
terrified. Over him, in a threatening attitude, stood
what seemed to little Timothy a gigantic man, naked
save for a pair of very shabby socks and tattered
sock-suspenders. He appeared to Timothy the